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and the wise relevant

fulfilment of the individual promise

is freedom. So when the leaves fall and over
these flowered fields old winter rests her finger
to these knowing another
summer at hand my strength, my song.

D. S. SAVAGE

February

Ebbs from soiled fields the last drab vestige of snow,
Through February's veils the hazy distance looms.
In sunken woods no melancholy horn is blown,
Only an invisible process of decay consumes.

I have sat at this window and watched the day
Consumed, as though its substance were a powdering

wood

In whose grey embers the origin of all decay
Smouldered, as it patiently smoulders within my blood.

Rotting vegetation, a leaf like a leather glove,
A glove or a fleshless hand, of a corpse or a tree;
Excrement; a dead dog buried in a garden grave;
I am all these, and all these moulder in me,

I am the limestone in the cave, the putrefying bone,
The seashell mashed and splintered by the mechanical

surf,

The green, soft fallen tree-trunk, the crumbling stone,
The waterlogged carrion under the thatch of turf.